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Then entertain this wand'ring guest,                 10

And if not love, allow it rest:

It left not, but mistook, the nest.

Nor think my love, or your fair eyes,
Cheaper, 'cause from the sympathies
You hold with her these flames arise.                15

To lead or brass, or some such bad
Metal, a prince's stamp may add
That value which it never had;

But to the pure refined ore

The stamp of kings imparts no more                 20

Worth than the metal held before.

Only the image gives the rate
To subjects; in a foreign state
Tis priz'd as much for its own weight.

So though all other hearts resign                       25

To your pure worth, yet you have mine
Only because you are her coin.

TO SAXHAM

THOUGH frost and snow locked from mine eyes

That beauty which without door lies,

Thy gardens, orchards, walks, that so

I might not all thy pleasures know,

Yet, Saxham, thou within thy gate                        5

Art of thyself so delicate,

So full of native sweets, that bless

Thy roof with inward happiness,

As neither from nor to thy store

Winter takes aught, or Spring adds more.             10

The cold and frozen air had starv'd

Much poor, if not by thee preserv'd,

Whose prayers have made thy table blest

With plenty, far above the rest.

The season hardly did afford                                15

Coarse cates unto thy neighbours' board,